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who upon seeing us burst into violent lamentations. In a
short time one of them informed Mr. Dawson that his
master's'horse had been taken to the door, as usual, at day
light. The sun rising and he not coming out, his head man
knocked at his room door, but, not receiving any answer,
he opened it and entered, where he saw his master laying
upon his bed, and approaching nearer, observed his mouth
and eyes wide open, that, taking him by the hand, he found
it clammy and cold, extremely terrified at which he ran out
and called his fellow servants, who returned to the room
with him, but the moment they saw their master was dead
they all ran away to the place we found them in, where they
had been shut up above an hour.

Instead, therefore, of the cheerful, pleasant day we had
expected, Mr. Dawson was employed some hours arranging
matters for the funeral. He sent a man on horseback for
a Doctor who lived about three miles off, and who came
immediately. Upon examining the body he said nothing
could be done, that a change had actually taken place,
from which he supposed he must have been seized with
apoplexy soon after laying down. At three o'clock in
the afternoon we set out on our return home, greatly
shocked at the melancholy occurrence, at least, I was,
for I certainly thought Mr. Dawson betrayed an indiffer-
ence that did him no credit in my eyes, and treated this
sudden death quite as a thing of course, and of no im-
portance.

Another extraordinary circumstance happened the ensuing
day. I went into the Black Town for the purpose of visiting
the Plassey's officers, where I found the house in the utmost
confusion, and seeing a number of persons in one of the
rooms, I also entered, and saw they were gathered round a
body weltering in blood upon the floor. Rogers, who was
present, informed me it was our shipmate, old Forbes, who
a few minutes before had cut his throat, and so effectually
that he was already dead. He had been in a low and
desponding way for a month, often grievously weeping and
exclaiming what a miserable wretch he was, and that when